'Let's see if he will/1 said.
The Union had held up the work a half dozen times on one pretest or
another but no issue was ever made of this matter for some reason. The
artists per se, as such, carried on with no more help from 'the Union'. I
suppose that cheque cashed hy the 'delegate' had bounced and inasmuch as
he had taken too great a personal interest in it—it was best on the whole to
say nothing.
The Gardens, owing to high pressure and night-shifts, were nearly
done. The electric needles that I made out of wrought-iron pipe punctured
to let the lamps through thickly at the sides? now stood delicately up into
the sky and irradiated the whole place for night work.
Seen from afar, they were good advertisements for the Gardens—but
not good enough for John Vogelsang. No, no? not for John. He had secretly
started a campaign for a great big electric sign above it all with 'midway
gardens' blazing in coloured lights. I discovered this and fought him. I
won for a little while but eventually—sometime after the opening—he
did get it up there. The first severe blow to the scheme.
We didn't have any money to colour the walls as intended, by inlaying
scarlet and green flash-glass in the relief patterns made of concrete. We
had no money to finish the sky-frames on the four towers of the Winter
Garden intended to be garlanded with vines and flowers like the tops
of the welcoming features. Nor any to plant the big trees at the corners
of the Gardens. I mean that we had nothing at all that even promised
money. Even the stage money was all gone now. Gay coloured balloons of
various sizes in great numbers were to have flown high above the scene,
anchored to the electric needles and tower features. They couldn't get
these. They wouldn't have cost much, but that little was too much at that
time.
Money troubles now. Anxiety. Anger. But still hopes and active pro-
mises aplenty.
Mueller stood in the breach with his young partner Seipp, and carried
on else the Midway Gardens would never have opened at all. We all had
faith that when opened, the Gardens themselves would settle the financial
question the first season. They did.
And then, one noon while I was eating a late luncheon in the Winter
Gardens came the terrible news of tragedy at Taliesin that took me away
from the Gardens and from all else for a time.
When the Midway Gardens were nearly finished—my son John and I
were sleeping there nightly in a corner on a pile of shavings to keep track
of the night work now necessary to finish the Gardens on time—at noon
as we were sitting quietly eating our lunch in the newly finished bar,
came a long distance call from Spring Green. 'Taliesin destroyed by fire.'
But no word came of the ghastly tragedy itself. I learned of that little by
little on my way home on the train that evening. The newspaper headlines
glared with it,
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